


66 9) THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER. 
A Pp | , N A Under the absolute control of the Royal Hungarian Chemical Institute 
(Ministry of Agriculture), Buda Pest. 


Of all Chemists and Mineral Water Dealers. Prices 6d., 1s., and 1s. 3d. per bottle. 
SoctE IMPORTERS: THE APOLLINARIS COMPANY, LIMITED, LONDON, 
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_ PUNCH, OR THE 
| CONAN DOYLE’S NEW NOVEL. 


Now ready. With & Full- he Ilustra- 
tions. Crown Sv 


RODNEY STONE. 


. CONAN SosEe. 


Aw Gore Micah Clarke 
Company,”” &c 


SMITH, ELDER 400 ,15,Wa 


“PUNCH” 


» being set up every week by 


LINOTYPE COMPOSING MACHINES. 
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BUTTER-SCOTGH 


(The Celebrated Sweet for Children, 











Highest Award at Foor 
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As Supplied to H.M. the QUEEN | 
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BISCUITS. 
6&1. and Is. samples on receipt of stamps. 
See that all Bread is stamped “ HOVIS.” 


If any diffienlty be experienced in obtain- 
ing “HOVIS,” or what is supplied is not 
satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


S. FITTON AND SON, 
MILLERS, MACCLESFIELD. 





SAVORY and MOORE’S 
INFANTS’ FOOD. 


BEST AND ) MOET ECONOMICAL. 





REAL GERMAN 
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Mack Handle, 60. G4 ivory Hendle, %. 64. A Pair | 


Ivory Handles, in Nusste leather case, Zia 
From all Perfumers and Dealers. 
Wholesale: Ossonws, Gaaaert, & Co., London, W 
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MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
DRESSING BAGS. 





SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


65 & 67, LUDCATE HILL, LONDON, E.C. 





Brow (Jacket and Vest) for boy of 8 years, 19/-. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE and 


PATTERNS freeon application, | 
bination iehiannedll - eee 
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“S$. MORDAN & co.” 


DINNEFORD'S MACNESIA. 


For ACIDITY of rae STOMACH, HEARTRURN, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Sold throughout the World 








Po White ‘|THE BEST TABLE WATER IN THE WORLD. 


SOLID SILVER 
PLATE. 


| The Finest Stock in the 
World. e 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE. 


COLDSMITHS’ COMPANY, 


(Ansorn to Seles roscoric Comras aa” 


WORTH et Cie. 


Under Royal Patronage 


SPECIALITE 


CORSETS 


 Aseparate department for 
Gentlemen for every class 
of Corset 











ONLY ADDRESS>: 


Noconnection with 
Worth of Paris 








Sore Throats 


** You cannot do better than 


gargle with “CONDY.” 
Sir Morell Mackenzie, M.D. 


(c omer - Physician to the late 
Emperor of Germany.) 


on CONDY'S 
toe FLUID. 


© THE 


“PASTEUR” 
| (Chamberland) FI LTE R. 


‘The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.” 








—Bairisn Mepicat Jourwat. 
“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.’’—Lawycer. 


| To be had at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
or from the Makers. 


J. DEFRIES & SONS, 


é 147, Hounsprtrcn, Loxpos, E.C. 





*‘LAZENBY’S 


PREPARED FROM 
THE ORIGINAL RECIPE 
BEARS THE WELL KNOWN LABEL 
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91 GUINEA MEDITERRANEAY 


Perowne on the 6.6. IDNIGHT BUN. xt 
electric light, splendid cuisine Pare in cindes ret 
— rms mdon -Calais- Marseilles, and 1| da ays > 
ov. Mth, to Ajaccio, Naples, Sici:y, Tun - 
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HOTEL 
METROPOLE 
BRIGHTON. 








134, NEW BOND ST., W. 





“ The finest and most luxurious Seaside 
Hotel in the World.” 


Charges moderate. 
Proprietors: THE CORDON HOTELS, LTD. 











| 


ORIENTAL 





Sold at Wholesale Prices 


} TRELOAR & SONS, 


LUDGATE HILL. 
Ask for Price List. 















| COLT'S NEW 
| DOUBLE- 

ACTION 32 CAL. 
POCKET REVOLVER 


a en t 
o ee lis t free 
F "Glasshouse Street, peStreet, Piecadilly Ch Circus Lente o 


The best 

Baking 

| Powder 
| in the 
| World. 


R OWLAN DS 
MACASSAR OIL 


Preserves, Beautifies, Strengthens the Hair. 
also in Golden Colour, 3s. 64., 7s., 10s. 64. 


ROWLANDS’ 


20, Harrow Garpex, Lowpos. 
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UNGRATEFUL. 


The Pride of the Hunt (to Smith, who, for the last ten minutes, has been gallantly struggling with obstinate gate), ‘‘Mn. Smiru, 1¥ You 


REALLY CAN'T OPEN THAT GATE, PERHAPS YOU WILL KINDLY MOVE OUT OF THE WAY, AND ALLOW ME TO JUMP IT! “ 








THE TWO PRESIDENTS. 


[A friend of Mr. McKryuey says that he dis- 
regards ‘‘ artistic and intellectual interests.” 


Daily Graphic, October 30.| 


McKurxtey has no love for art— 
Such trifles are not in his way— 

Unlike the President we start, 
The painter Poynter, P.R.A. 


Bimetallism is a quite 
Entrancing study, some men say ; 
It’s intricacies may delight 
McKrn.ey of the U.S.A. 
But raise this country’s taste till we 
Raise no more monuments—or stay, 
Raze some as bad as bad can be— 
Oh, painter Poynter, P.R.A.! 


The London statues, as a whole, 
Might make the gravest Goldite gay, 

And stir that inartistic soul, 
McKuntey of the U.S.A. 


Of paintings, too, there are complaints, 


But into these we need not stray, 
Because he personally paints, 
Does painter Poynter, P.R.A. 


The figure nude, the figure clad, 
The figure clerical or lay ; 

The frightful modern dress, as bad 
With us as in the U.S.A. 

All these he might improve, no doubt, 
And try to sweep bad taste away ; 

If so, he’d find his work cut out, 
Would painter Poynter, P.R.A. 





THE WALKYRIE COLLECTION.., 
Wa.xer, like Christmas, comes but once 
a year, with his Christmas books, pocket- 


G RASS.—Any Lady or Gentleman wishing a books, and diaries. The printed descrip- 
I quiet turn out for winter months; 40 acres tions of these pocket-books (which are all 
a 


A GREAT CHANCE. 


Tuts from the advertising columns of 
the Morning Post :— 


pocketable, that is, after legitimate pur- 
when they become presentable), 
| are sometimes magnificent, often interest- 
|ing, and occasionally touching. Thus 


What an opportunity a lady or gentle- | : 
man wearied by London summer season, | how spacious must be the Imperial Pocket, 


unwilling to face the “festive” season of | which can hold “ Russia,” and, next in 
Christmas, and only asking for plenty of | size, “Morocco.” How strong could be 
space (“40 acres”) for exercise when fine, the interest that every admirer of such 
and a loose box to run into when it rains. | books as Alice in Wonderland or of Sand- 
“Abundance of grass,” too. Wouldn’t ford and Merton would take in ordering 
this be the very thing for a “Grass | a specimen of “ Polished Crocodile.” How 
Widow ” ? the tender-hearted would willingly ex- 
eS pend six shillings in comforting “Crushed 
At Melton Morocco.” That “Cloth limp” should be 
; | set down as “Fast” conveys a moral. 
First Sportsman. That crock of yours | The notice that “ Diaries are Renewable ” 
seems to be a bit of a songster. | seems to be an offer made, perhaps on ad- 
Second Sportsman. Yes; he has always | vantageous terms, by Destiny to the mor- 
been like that since I lent him to a well-/| tal purchaser. From experience, Mr 
known English tenor. | Punch praises the Walkerie Pencils. Mr. 
First Sportsman (drily). You should Punch has ere now described them as the 
have taken him in exchange. | handiest of the handy, and he may now 
ladd, that as “handy” they “take the 
Hutto, Bors, Hutto! — There is but pelea. ———e 
one President, and Punch was his prophet. 
Vide our congratulatory cartoon last PresipentiaAL.—The Silverites in the 
week announcing the election before the| United States are now known as the 
news was received here. ' Silver-wrongs. 


run, abundance of grass, water; nice loose boxes | 
to run into if wet; terms, with every attention, | chase, 
4s. per week ; dealers ignored. 
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AN IMPERIAL PROGRAMME. 


Ir is understood that the Council of the Imperial Institute are 
ing measures to prevent a repetition of recent “Conglomer- 
| ate” proceedings. series of twelve lectures is contemplated, 
| which it is hoped will at once restore confidence and replenish 
the coffers of the Institute. The subjects and the lecturers in 
the following syllabus, which has not yet been finally approved, 
are quite above suspicion : — 
“Sound and Colour” . . .  «. The Moore and Burgess Minstrels. 
“Popular Anatomy” . . . . Mr. Gronce Epwarpes. 
Centrifugal Force and the Properties 
of the Circle ” ‘ ° ° . Lorp Grorce Sanorr. 
“The War of the League” . , . Mr. Trworny Heaty, M.P. 
“ Fayeegneny of the Facial Angle’? . Mr. Anruurn Roserrs. 
“Moral Philosophy” . ° : . Mrs. Onmiston Cuant. 
“The AscentofMan’’. . . . Mr. Steeplejack Harrison. 
“The Descent of Man ” ° ° - Professor BALDWIN. 
“‘ The Transfer of Property ’’ , . Mr, Wriiram Syxes. 
“The Eye and all about it”’ . ° . Dr. Evizanetu Martin, 
“French without a Master”. . . M. Virtemessanrt, of the Figaro. 
‘‘Summers in the Vineyards of South 
Kensington ”’ . ° ‘ ° ‘ 








Sir Somers Vine. 











A Cat-astrophe at Hamburg. 


Ir is not generally known that, in addition to his love for 
boarhounds, Prince B-sm-rck is an ardent admirer of the feline 
race. The other day at Hamburg he loosed a splendid Russian- 
German cat from his bag, which caused great wonder in all 
European menageries. It was originally an unsuspected member 
of the Triple Happy Family, which Prince B. formerly managed, 
but its presence was wholly unsuspected by the Austrian Eagle 
and the Italian Buffalo. It is believed, moreover, that the great 
showman has several other equally startling specimens of kindred 

| race, but he sincerely regrets that he has no Anglo-Teutonic 
freak in his collection. At least one Imperial authority inclines 
to the idea that Prince B. is afflicted with Kutzen-jammer, and <=: 7 b age 
wishes that he would retire to Heligoland. . 4 — % Peano 





Tae Lortiest Batt-ptay Known.—That of Sir Ropert Bart,| Bad Little Boy. “You rett your Brorwger! aw’ /'LL BREAK 
who is constantly landing himself among the stars, EVERY PANE O' GLASS IN YouR Facz!/” 











A hundred others I could name 
SPORTIVE SONGS. Whose style can never fade, AN APPEAL. 
ae mtg e pioneers of English fame A large proportion of the numerous recent bi- 
A Reviewer of Books is disturbed in his sanctum! Where English hopes are laid! oylling teathahe to ladies + boon enuued © the 
by a request from a Literary Young Woman, | Yet with them there are strangers, too, dangerous practice of ‘* coasting,” or riding with the 
who perpetrates fiction, Who doughty deeds have done. | feet on the foot-rests, down-hill.— Daily Paper.) 


‘4 “ . » 
Wuere sparrows build I have my nest Who caught that thought of “ derring do | Prirnes, Puyiuis, give up coasting— 
High on the topmost floor. : That makes the wide world one. This appeal to you 1m making : 
The very place for work and rest, You see that all my spirit goes | ’Tis your neck, down hillsides ting— 
With close and “sported” door. Back to the faded past. And my heart—you ’re after breaking! 
What matter if the street boy yell I do not like the mind that knows 
“The winner!” Here his voice The Jeaves that cannot last. Let not thi sti kl 
Can scarcely reach. Mid asphodel What ’s this! A ring! I quit mine ease; | (y “A ne my re sn a -_ 
I could not more rejoice. Repose for me is fled! — at he may chow ber 
A book! A note! You ask, “Do please Pretty foot and well-turned ankle! 
A tranquil air my books surround, To read Miss Go-a-head!” | Even so, pray give up coasting, 
Friends that can never fail —————————————— Homage I will duly render, 


Woman—so they say who know her— 


| To rouse, refresh, make pleasant sound | And instead, admire them toasting, 
| 


In words that never pale ! Or - LEYMARIE, -_ ow at . — 
For speech is theirs, loud to the ears man, the report—not of the pistol, but of | ~ ea A‘ 
As if they spoke indeed ! those who examined the shooter—was that| “Silly libel!” Yes, I know it— 
The solace of a lifetime’s years “he professes to be an anarchist, but his On that point we need not quarrel ; 
They bring to those who read. sanity is doubtful.” Surely, for “but” | But he is concerned, your poet, 
| se te - should be read “therefore.” The 4 For tha Queen who gave his laurel. 
rave classic Horace, minstrel king, ought to have been, “He professes to be ’ ine is a ice,” 
_ Flushed with Falernian wine, = auebes if this is seated to be true, any ate bye , 
Shall now his deathless ballads sing then his insanity is beyond question.” If Do not argue, for, the fact is ; 
With music-words divine! not true, he is sane, and a criminal. Aveument cannet dstend it. 
Let Viren, meet the grand old Greek wae : , , ' 
Who told the tale of Troy, A Yes, I know—you say you ’ve never 
And I, amid the great antique, t Ventnor. Had a spill yet—don’t be boasting! 
Become again a boy! Grimes (to Dimes, a famous Alpine ex- Though you do it “clean and clever,” 
; plorer). Why, what on earth are you do- Prithee, Puy.wis, give up coasting ! 
Let SHAKSPEARE supplement the feast, ing here? Lungs not weak, I hope? ~ 
And Hazzirt’s subtle pen, Dimes. Not a bit. But the fact of the 
Tretawney from the glowing east, matter is, it does me good to climb up to| “Tempora Mutantur.” — Rather! See 
Make bright my dingy den! the station every morning to get my daily the Times of a century ago reproduced 
And shall my Scorr neglected be, papers. this week. 
| _ Or shunned my dear Dror? a ry eye 
= time that Kinostey makes our Sea ‘Toe Very Oxpest Motor-Car.—The| Porvrarn Toast in a Raproiy Iwommas- 
pride of Westward Ho! Whirli-gig of Time. ino Susvrs.—“ Brix-ton and mortar!” 


If I may, upon the fender! 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Hurry Bunosno Japperser, B.A.) 
No. XXVIL. 


Mr. Jabberjee is unavoidably compelled to return to town, thereby affording 
his Solicitor the inestimable benefit of his personal assistance. An 
apparent attemot to pack the Jury. 


Tue Public will be astounded at the news (which came with 
the perfect novelty of a surprise upon this insignificant self) that 
I have ceased to be the cherished guest beneath the hired Scottish 
roof of Mister Leagric Asaouen ieeuee and his bucksome lady. 

It fell out after this fashion. . 

One fine September morning, when I was accoutring myself 
in order to go out and hunt the robert (N.B. a genuine local 
Scotticism for individuals belonging to the rabbit genius), there 
came to me my young friend Howarp, who was to teach my 
young idea how to shoot, in great gloom, asking me if it would 





take me a prolonged period to pack up, my impedimenta. 





Baboo Chuckerbutty Ram. 


I replied that I could do the trick instantaneously, inquiring 
the reason for his question. 

“ Because,” said he, “if I were you, I should have a wire re- 
quiring me to come up to London at once.” 

“From my solicitor?” I inquired. “Is he then desirous of 
consuiting with me ?” 

My friend answered me that it was the one object of his 
present existence. 

“In that case,” said I, rather spiritedly, “let him come up here, 
since I am not a mountain that I should obey the becking call of 
any Mahomet. Moreover, I am impatient to achieve the de- 
struction of some Scottish roberts.” 

“If you will take my advice,” he said, “ you will t them a 
reprieve, and make a scarcity of yourself. There is a train for 
Glasgow which you can just catch. I wouldn’t distress the Mater 
and Governor by any farewells, you know.” 

“ But,” I objected, “I am not even in receipt of any tele . 
Nor can I possibly omit the etiquette of a ceremonious foave- 
taking with your honourable parents.” 

“Just as you please,” replied he. “Just now the Governor 
and Mater are in the front sitting-room, engaged in perusing the 
back numbers of your precious ‘ Jossers and Tidlers’ or whatever 
you call ’em, which have been thoughtfully forwarded by a rela- 





tive. I don’t think I’d disturb them.” 





as penna’” I cried, with the gratified simpering of a 


“Tt looked like it when I left the room,” said he; “the Mater 
was very near rolling on the oilcloth, and the Governor dancing 
and foaming from his mouth. What an awfully old ass you have 
been, Jas, to go and blurt out everything in print—about your 
breach of promise case, and getting to know us, and—worst of 
all—being merely a bogey p=_. Naturally, we don’t care 
about being made to look fools. The dear old Mater, you know, 
is one of those simple, trusting natures that, if they once dis- 
cover they have been taken in by a sham title, why, they 
kick up the row of a deuce! And, as for the Governor, he’s the 
sort of old retiring chap that has a downright loathing of pub- 
licity, when it es him ridiculous. If he came across you just 
now, there’s really no saying what he mightn’t do. ae Scesk 
a devilishly hot-tempered old boy!” 

I did not comprehend the reasons for such exuberant anger, 
but, of course, yo Howakrp insisted so ently on physical 
dangers to myself if I delayed, that I hestenell stealthily to my 
room by a backstair, and flinging my para ia with incred- 
ible despatch into a portmanteau, was so fortunate as to convey 
it out the house without attracting the invidious attention of 
my host and hostess, who were probably still occupied in foam- 
- rolling upon the carpet like angry waves of the sea. 

oung Howarp accompanied me to the station, though blam- 
ing me as the cause of his embroilment with his progenitors, who, 
it seems, had insisted—quite unjustly—that he must have known 
from the first that my nobility was merely a brevet rank; and 
Miss Wee-wes bade me farewell with a soft and perfectly lady- 
like cordiality, being too grieved by my departure to make any 
allusion to the head and front of my offending. 

Now I am once more in London, paying daily visits of several 
hours to the office of my solicitor, in order to assist him in the 
pre tion of my brief. 

other day, Baboo JatrpanysHoy and Baboo Cuucker- 
sutry Ram attended for the purpose of arranging their evidence, 
when I regret to say the former made a rather paltry exhibition 
of himself, being declared by Mr. Smarrie himself to be totally 
incompetent to prove anything whatever material to the case, 
and I am therefore resolved to refuse him admission to the 
witness-box. 

I am more hopeful of Mr. Cuuckersutty Ram, who, I think, 
after diligent coaching from myself, may be induced to restrain 
his natural lity, and speak no more than is set down for 
him, which is simply that I have already, in his presence, con- 
tracted matrimony with a juvenile native, and that the laws 
of my country entitle me to marry several more. 

This is in support of one of my most subtle pleadings of defence, 
to wit, that 4a already offered to marry the plaintiff accord- 
ing to my country’s laws, but that she did definitely decline such a 
marriage as polygamous, (which it is indubitably liable to be- 
come at any moment,) consequently, that my said contract is 
nilled by mutual consent. 

Mr. Smartie was of the opinion that the plaintiff’s solicitors 
would move to strike out soak a pleading as bad in law, since it 
is no defence to an action for breach of promise that the defend- 
ant is already the Benedick. Fortunately they have omitted 
to do this, and I anticipate exciting excessive admiration in Court 
by the ingenuity of my arguments from Analogy, Common 
Sense, Roman Law, &c. 

My said solicitor has also communicated with Hon’ble Sir 
Cuetwynp CuMMERBUND, to inquire if he would consent to ap- 

as a witness to my dependent filial condition, and entire 
lack of the sinews of war; which, with fatherly kindness, he has 
agreed to do, and, as he rather humorously puts it, convince 
the jury that I am the good riddance of bad rubbish. 

Now the decks are cleaned for action, and all is ready for the 
forensic logomachy as soon as it may please Providence and some 











associate in the Queen’s Bench Division to place the suit of | 


Mankletow v. J abberjec in the list of causes for the day. 


My solicitor’s advice, which I shall very probably adopt, is to | 
keep as close as possible to the issues, and more especially to the | 


rom me by threats of bodily violence which reduced me to 4 
blue funkiness. 


Also he recommends that I am not to attempt any golden- | 


mouthed eloquence, thereby making the lamentable exhibit 
of a most stupendous ignorance of human nature! 

For what can melt the stony hearts of men, causing them to 
bellow like an ox and become tender as chickens, or what can 
rouse them to Indignation, Approval, Contempt, Wonderment, 
and every other known sentiment as required, so effectively as the 


“Are they so hugely interested in the performances of my un- | trumpeting tongue of oratorical eloquence ? 





—_ 





nt that, if I gave any promise to marry at all, it was extorted | 








| 
| 
| 


| glittering sword of my tongue from the scabbard of my mouth, 
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All I can aver is that, if 1am not to be permitted to draw the 


] shall infallibly, in sheer sickishness at such short-sighted folly, 
throw up my brief! 

I must not omit to say that if any of my fellow-colleagues on 
this periodical (of course including Hon’ble Editor) should 
be anxious to become eye-witnesses of my forensic début, I shall 
be overjoyed to procure their admission, and will instruct the 
Usher that they are to be awarded the seats of honour. Perhaps 
it might even be feasible for two or three of them to obtain 
appointments as jurymen. 

If so, let them not turn the deaf ear to the gentle wheezings 
of their esprit de corps, but remember that it is not the custom 
for one eagle to peck another in his optics. 

P.S.—Since writing the above, my attention has been drawn 
to sundry abusive threats and challenges by your esteemed con- 
tributor, Hon’ble Aveuste, offering to arrange a meeting for 
mortal combat with certain Parisian warrior journalists, or if I 
am a “poltroon,” he is to beat me blue and black and pull me 
by the nose. I wish to assure him, first, that it is not humanly 
possible that I can be a “ poltroon,” since I do not even compre- 
hend the meaning of the term! Secondly, that, being immersed 
in litigation over head and ears, it is not convenient, or even 
practicable, for me either to box or permit the pulling of my 
nose at present date. Thirdly, that it was not this unoffending 
self whom he saw at Brighton in a false red and white collar and 
a pork-pie bonnet, since I am never at Brighton, nor do I weer 
such ludicrous garbage, but ordinary simple European attire 
Let him be mindful of the antique fable of the Wolf and the 
Lamb, and not respond to me, “If not yourself, then it was in- 
dubitably your mother.” Finally, I beg to tender him the most 
abject and gentlemanly apology, and shall always regard him as 
my loving brother. H. B. J. 

Ev. Nore.—The air having been thus completely cleared, this unfortunate 
controversy must be considered to have ended. | 








AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 
EDIMBOURG. (Conéd.) 


Dear Misrer,—I have written you there is eight days how I 
am of return to the hotel in the Prince Street, after to have 
visited the melancholy singing coffee, where the “bagpips” 
wanted entirely. Eh well, being fatigued, I couch myself on the 
field, sur-le-champ. 

Well soon I find that I have beautiful to couch myself, I have 
beautiful to essay of to sleep, it is impossible! And for why ? 
All simply at cause of the insupportable noises of the detestable 
trains, there in face. I have beautiful to turn myself, I have 
beautiful to cover myself the ears, all is unuseful, I sleep 
not of the whole. All the night, absolutely without cease, I 
hear the whistlings, the rollings, the noises. Of time in time I 
lift myself, and for to repose myself, I walk myself of long in 
large and I regard by the window, which gives on the valley and 
on the castle. A beautiful view, but I have enough of her, I 
assure you of it! I see her in effect by night, by the feeble 
light of the erépuscule, at the point of day, and in full day, 
without the least relaxation of the sacrés bruits en bas, the 
sacred noises in low. By blue! Mieur vaut, for to repose 
himself, to pass the night even in a spanish train, than in a 
room on the street of an hotel at Edimbourg! In the train 
one hears but the sole train, in the room one of them an 
infinity! Only towards the six hours I distinguish less the 
noises of the trains, because the noises in the street commence. 
He goes without to say that I descend of good morning, of very 
good morning. At nine o’clock and half I go to visit the Castle, 
that I have already seen so well from my chambre a4 coucher— 
a coucher, parbleu! I arrive too soon, the apartments are not 
yet open, I must attend. In attending I see to pass some brave 
soldiers, some “ Hihlanders,” of the “ Blackvatch.” Ah, what 
droll of costume! But the men are magnificent. I hear also a 
little the music—tiens ‘—of the “bagpips.” Oh, la la! I wish 
not more of her! In fine I visit the apartments, and then I 
go to the Cathedral. I enter rapidly, being pressed, and at the 
instant that I mount the marches of the portal, a man, seated 
at a table, arrests me with some crys. He demands three 
pennys of entrance. What droll of church! And the good man 
cried himself so much of violence, he feared of to lose 
the pennys, that which would be insupportable for a Scottish. 





But when I say to him, “ Frighten not yourself, I am stranger, 
I knew not that he must to pay, I pay volunteerly, but be polite 
at the least,” he becomes more civil. When I enter I find that, | 
to true to say, it is not the pain. For the church is entirely | 








AFTER THE CAB STRIKE. 


Very Light Porter. “‘ No, Sin, THE DOIN’ UP OF THAT 
AIN'T DONE US NO GOOD; ‘AVEN'T 'AD NOTHINK TO CARKY 
A Week, Sir; QUITE A TREAT THIS 18, Sin.” 


STRIKE 
NOT FOR 





remise &@ neuf, reput to new. More late I discover that the 
ancient edifices of Edimbourg are thus new, and that the new 
edifices, the moderns, are ancient—as the office of post, the 
hotel, and the fragments of the miserable station of Waverley. 
What droll of town! 

Then I visit the home of Jonn Knocks, and the Palace of 
Hollyrude, all sad and in a miserable quarter. From there I go 
to the hill of Calton, and the coacher of the fiacre essays of to 
show to me the view so extended. But the fog, until here grey, 
becomes much more thick, and I see absolutely nothing, ex- 
cepted the monuments. Oh, the drolls of monuments! Above 
all the “ National Monument,” the fragment of a copy of the 
Parthenon. Ah ca, un véritable jeu d’esprit, absolument in- 
attendu, absolutely inattended in this country so solemn! 

At midday he commences to fall of the rain. Edimbourg by 
the most beautiful day of sun is grey and sad. But by a day 
of fog and of rain, my faith! I rest at the hotel, and, ~_ 
enough of time, I visit the ascenseur, a veritable object o 
interest, anciently perhaps in the house of Jounw Knocks. He 
goes so gently that if one is pressed one mounts by the stair- 
case. He is even more slow than the ascensors of the italian 
hotels. And, par dessus le marché, above the market, one sees 
on the door the american word “ Elevator,” that which is the 
most rapid ascensor of the world! An American and his wife 
and me, who make the ascension together, we laugh much of it. 

The afternoon I visit, all wetted, the bridge of the Fourth, 
and the evening—not wishing to pass one other night without 
to sleep—I part from the excellent station of the railway of the 
North-west, I couch myself in the good waggon-bed of the train, 
and I sleep—ah but, so well !—just until London. 

Avauste. 


DestraBLe Quatity ror a Pickrocket.—Pursepickacity. 
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CUT SHORT. 





Affected Young Poet, ‘Do, Miss Beu.a, GRANT MB ONE FAVOUR. L&T ME AsK You——” 
| Miss Bella. “1 KNOW WHAT YOU'RE GOING TO SAY, YOU WANT ME TO LEND You A Hatrr-Pin ! 














HELIOS ON THE AUTOCAR. 
Old Sol's Soliloquy, on Saturday, November 14 1896.) 


Ir doesn’t want horses, it doesn’t want sails, 
It doesn’t want wings, and it doesn’t want rails, 
Nor reins, nor a whip, nor a bridle! 
Prometheus was right! There is nous in this Man! 
And since he has hit on this capital plan, 
To stand out any longer were idle. 


But they are such a trouble! A countryman’s cart 
Is safe whilst slow market-wards plodding. 

But going the Zodiac Course at my pace, 

With horses like mine of a high-mettled race !— 


My chariot and steeds look romantic—in Art! 
It leaves not a moment for nodding! 
| 


Young Phaeton’s self might have handled this car! 
Mount, turn on a tap, and by Jove, there you are! 
| Might make poems, or love, whilst on duty. 
Whilst I—I might set all creation on fire 
If I stopped for a tipple, or happened to tire, 
Or winked at a by-standing beauty. 


Could not stand a growler, much less a two D. "bus. 
But this autocar!—it would not disgrace Pheebus. 
i In fact, I’ve no doubt proud Apollo, 
Who calls himself God of the Sun—which is fudge !|— 
If finding my autocar answer, will judge 
It were wise my example to follow! 


He’s thundering cocky; but if my new trap 
Should give him the go-by, the bumptious young chap 
Won't like to be licked by old Solly. 
By Jove, I must have one! It won’t want much care, 
And then I may cut Pheebus out with the Fair, 
And that will be awfully jolly. 





Besides, I can give my poor horses a rest, 
Or send ’em to grass, if petroleum proves best, 
As a motor, or e’en electricity. 
Kim up!—for the last time, my beauties! J’m on! 
As an autocar-driver the life of the Sun 
Will be one of supremest felicity! 





In the Grand Hotel Smoking-Room. 


Artist (who refers to the election of the President of the 
Academy). Most satisfactory election that of the New President ? 

Yankee (who refers to the future President of the United 
States). Yes. I reckon the gold bugs will make things hum. _ 

Artist (somewhat confused). Splendid works of his, “ Israel in 
Egypt” and “A Visit to Aésculapius,” eh? 

Yankee (equally confused). I’m referring, Sir, to “sound 
money.” 

Artist. That must have been one of his earlier efforts. ( Aside.) 
He’s certainly cracked. ( Aloud.) Good-night. [Exit hurriedly. 

Yankee. Good-night. Guess the cocktails here are too strong 
for that young man. Egypt! Israel! Aisculapius. He’s seeing 
snakes, I’m off! [Exit himself, precipitately. 





Prostematicat.—Should the shareholders, who rejected their 
directors’ carefully-prepared scheme, neglect to furnish “the 
Wherewithal ” to carry out their own plans, then “ The Chartered 
Company” may deem it advisable to change its name to “The 
Shattered Company.” 





Supsect ror aN Operatic Cartoon, To pe Entitiep “THE 
Hoarse BErorE THE Cante.”—The Manager of the Savoy sympa- 
thetically listening to a tenor suffering from a severe cold. 





Appropriate Wish To AN INveTeRatTe SMOKER ON His BrrtH- 





pay.—“ Many happy returns to your pipe.” 


— 
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THE TURKISH FOX. 


Ma. Ponce. ‘“ TOO MANY MASTERS, GENTLEMEN! YOU’LL NEVER GET HIM AWAY WHILE YOU KEEP ON SQUABBLING 
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DISCOURAGING. 


| 2 “Gor A CHEQUE FROM YOUR PUBLISHERS?” 
The Poet (wearily). “Yes: A Post-CARD, SAYING, ‘FoR MERCY’S SAKE GIVE US A KEsT!'” 


| The Poet's Wife. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Puit May’s Gutter Snipes, which are 
veritable “ snipe-shots,” taken on the spot, 
and every one of them a hit, is the best 
collection of genuinely humorous pic- 
tures from the London streets that can 
be seen anywhere. Every figure in it 
| 18 a type recognisable by all Londoners. 
| The humour is comic, grim, pathetic. 
| It depends solely on the drawing, unas- 
| sisted by dialogue. They are, indeed, 
3 Living Pictures.” They have been 
| 
| 
| 
| 





brought out in one handsome volume by 
the Leadenhall Press, Limited, and should 
have an unlimited circulation. 

The pictures in Nonsense for Somebody, 
Anybody, and Everybody, written and 
illustrated by A Nobody, are eccentric 
and smusing, and a dash of colour adds to 


their effect. The verses, though they may 


possibly have suggested the illustrations, 
are not up to the pictures, and cannot 





for a moment be compared with those 
ancient ones of King Lear in this particu- 
lar line, and of this particular sort of line. 
It is brought out by Garpner, Darton & 
Co., of Paternoster Buildings. 

The first volume of The Political Life 
of William Ewart Gladstone—“a noble 
volume” Lord Rosgsery calls it—brings | 
a marvellous career up to the end of the | 
Session of 1876, which, at the moment all | 
unknowing, witnessed the withdrawal of | 
Mr. Disraezi from the House of Commons. | 
Mr. Punch, of whose many sterling quali- 
ties modesty is not least marked, feels 
some delicacy in writing about the work | 
of his own progeny. Happily he is re- 
lieved by no less an authority than the 
Prime Minister from the task of describin 
the objects and estimating the value o 


| 
| 


the work. “It is valuable,” writes Lord 
Sauispurny, “as a record of successive 
phases of political feeling, and to one who 
can remember those times, it is full of 
interesting reminiscences.” That’s about 
it, all packed into a sentence. It may 
perhaps be added that for a younger gene- 
ration who cannot remember the times, 
here is rare opportunity of seeing how 
they looked beheld through keen, ob- 
servant eyes. With something of a 
shock of surprise my Baronite is re- 
minded that Mr. GLapstonr’s Parliament- 
ary career began nine years before Mr. 
Punch, by the issue of his first number, 
formally assumed kindly charge of the 
affairs of the Universe. Once at his post 
he took note of young GLapsTong, and 
for the last fifty years there are few of 
his weekly numbers that have not con- 
tained some pictorial note of this wonder- 
ful life. The first time Mr. GiapsTone 
was pictured in Punch was in the Session 
of 1859, when he interposed in debate on 
the Reform Bill of that year. It is a 
slight sketch, illustrating a Homeric ver- 
sion of the debate, in which reference is 
made to “‘the Classic Guiapstons.” His 
first appearance in a full-page cartoon 1s 
in connection with his Budget in 1861. He 
is presented as the dentist in attendance on 
Master But, comforting the apprehensive 
youth with assurance that so far from 
extracting any more teeth in the way of 
income-tax he means to remit a penny. 
Thereafter, through all the changes of a 
bustling life, Mr. GLapsrone periodically 
re-appears. It is interesting to watch, 
as the years pass, how the side-whiskers 
disappear, the hair grows more scanty 
over the lofty brow, the wrinkles deepen 
on the mobile face, the tall, slim figure 
begins to droop, the decades, as they 
accumulate, carrying him farther and 
farther away from the cast and stamp 
of the dark-haired, bright -faced, dis- 
tinguished-looking young man whose 
portrait prefaces the volume. This is 
an engraving from the picture taken 
by W. Brapiey of Mr, Giapstone in his 
twenty-eighth year, which to-day hangs in 
Hawarden Castie. The illustrat’ons of 
the volume are, of course, unique. The 
letterpress is a masterpiece of lucid con- 
densation, marked by judicial tone rare 
in the biographies of political personages. 
Tue Baron. 


NEW COINAGE. 


Mr. Powcn’s Desion vor “Reverse” or 
PENNY TO BE ISSUED IN CELEBRATION OF THE 
Sixtiern Year or Her Gracious Masesry’s 
Reien. 
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Tue DAY AFTER THE 





FANCY PICTURE REPRESENTING SOME “LIVER-Y MEN” OF THE CITY OF LONDON! 
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SARK ON SULPHUROUS WATERS. 
ExrTRacts raom THE Travet Diary or Tory, M.P. 


Harrogate, Monday.—“ It’s very curious,” said the Member 
for Sark, with a faraway look in his eyes. 
“ What is curious?” I asked, gently. 


bers on the other side of the House of Commons used indifferently 
to call arrogance, censoriousness, or dogmatism, has disappeared. 
Remarkable what effective solvent for these qualities are two 
twelve-ounce tumblers of strong “Old” sulphur water, taken 
before breakfast, followed at intervals later in the day by two 
eight-ounce tumblers of chalybeate, totting up with twenty 
minutes’ stew in strong sulphur bath, heated to 98 degrees. 
“It’s curious,” Sark continued, with just the slightest sus- 
} picion of accustomed acerbity, “ how, dealing with identical per- 
| sons suffering from precisely the same diseases, real or i ined, 
methods of treatment ond rsonal customs vary at different 
watering-places. At Aix-les-Bains, for example, having had your 
bath, you are carefully bundled up in blankets till you closely 
resemble a mummy. Two men enter the bath-room carrying a 
sort of sedan chair. Into this you are lifted; another twist is 
given to your blankets; the curtains are closed; you are carried 
off to your hotel, dropped into your bed (or somebody else’s) and 
there left for twenty minutes—not a second less, not a beat of 
‘ the pendulum more. I think, cher Tobee, you once told a story 
of an incursion of one of these bundles into your bedroom at 
; Aix-les-Bains ? ” 
I blushed as I recalled how, standing one morning at the 
] window of my bachelor room in the Hotel Splendide, feasting my 
eyes on the azure plain of Lake Bourget, and the jagged roof-tree 
of the mountains that girdle it, the door opened. Two men 
entered with sedan chair; set it on the floor; turned down the 
bedclothes—my bedclothes—and bundled into my bed a portly 
female. Afterwards, the porters explained that, the lady’s 





Sark is, I fear only temporarily, a changed man. What Mem- | 





| French not being that of Aix-les-Bains, they had misunderstood 
her instructions, and conveyed her to the wrong room. 
| But that is another story, and if Sarx had only had a third 
twelve-ounce tumbler of what here is always affectionately 
| alluded to as “Old” sulphur, he would have been too depressed 
to have hunted up the reminiscence. 
| “ Well,” continued Sark, “ what I mean is this. According to 
the rule at Aix-les-Bains, after taking a bath, otherwise under 
precisely the same conditions as at Harrogate, it is imperatively 
| required that for a while you lay up under the blankets. At 
| Bath the same principle obtains to the extent that having 
| stewed for the ordered time in a hot bath, you sit for a quarter 
of an hour in the cooling-room. There is the alternative, also 
recalling the custom at Aix-les-Bains, that at Bath you may be 
carefully wrapped up and sent home in a bath-chair, with in- 
structions to lie down to cool off. Neither at Harrogate nor 
at Homburg is there any such observance. As soon as you 
have had your bath, the attendants, so to speak, call the watch 
together, let you go, and thank Heaven they are rid of a rogue. 
“Then there’s drinking water. At Aix-les-Bains there is no 
water to drink, consequently you don’t drink it. At Bath a 
tumbler of water is incidentally served whilst you sit in the cool- 
ing room. Also there is a pump-room, where inoffensive water 
is taken in moderate quantities. But it is not, as at Homburg, 
Aix-la-Chapelle, and Harrogate, a leading feature in the 
cure. At Benbers, some people take baths; all drink water. 
The fashionable hour is 7 a.m., when the band under the trees 
by the Elizabethan Brunnen hails smiling morn with a hymn 
tune. Within half an hour the leafy allée is thronged with 4 
gay company, walking briskly up and down for the stipulated 
fifteen minutes intervening between successive glasses of water. 
In the miserable little garden enclosing the wells at Aix-la- 
Chapelle, there is the same brisk walking to and fro, round and 
round, to the strains of a beautiful band. Here they don't 
commence with a hymn, but a touch of solemn respectability 
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THE MOTOR 'BUS. 


Fussy Old Gent. ‘‘H1! Sror! stor! 


I WANT TO GET DOWN.” 


Driver. ‘‘I CAN'T STOP THE BLOOMIN’ THING 








is given to the proceedings by every man in the band wearing a 
top hat. That is interesting as showing how serious a part of 

the cure water drinking is regarded under some systems. At 

Harrogate we take our water strong and often. But save during 

a limited portion of the season we have no band, top hatted or 

otherwise ; nor any long, leafy alée in which to stroll. 

“Next consider the drinking utensils. At Homburg it is the 
thing to have your own cup or glass, in which the water is drawn 
for you. At Aix-la-Chapelle the same custom almost exclusively 
prevails. In order to meet it, there are in the pump-room tiers 
of hooks, each numbered, upon which the water drinker hangs 
his cup when he has finished, and, arriving in the morning, goes 
straightway to take it down. I remember one morning, at Aix- 
a Caapee, 0 astering German bullied the obliging maiden who | 
filled the tumblers, because on going to find his cup on his particu- 
lar nail, lo! it was not. She tremblingly went about till } came | 
upon it (where he had put it) on the wrong hook. Ah me, the | 
days that are no more! What a life I led that German. Every 
morning I was at the pump-room, bright and early; found his 
cup on its own particular peg; bore it off to a distant quarter ; 
hung it on an unappropriated hook. Then to see my friend 
enter, stamp up to his hook, find it cupless; to see him rage 
round, Woerth blazing in his eyes, Sédan reddening his tightly- 
closed knuckles! It did me more good than all the waters of | 
Charlemagne’s town!” 

“ That is still another story,” I diffidently observed. 

“Yes. Talking about cups, I was rather in them. I was going 
to say that, neither at Bath nor here, is it the custom to bring 
your own cup or glass. Then take towels. At all continental 
watering-places towelling is a solemn function. When the ap- | 
pointed time for concluding the bath is reached, the attendant 
enters, bringing towels almost red hot from the oven. In one he 
enfolds you and gently rubs you down. At Bath, this custom 
is followed to the extent of towels being brought in hot at the 
conclusion of the bath. Here, the towels, rolled up and warmed 
to begin with, are placed in your dressing-room when you enter, 
and thenceforward you look after yourself. 

“Finally, as to diet. At Homburg, patients are dieted as 
rigorously as they are watered. In most cases, as at Carlsbad, | 
butter is anathema. Eggs, dry bread and coffee for breakfast, | 
broth and bread for luncheon, bruised beef for dinner, the meal | 


washed down by a moderate quantity of hock. At Aix-les-Bains, 
strawberries are strictly forbidden. As in the season wild straw- 
berries grow abundantly in the neighbourhood, they form the 
principal feature at dessert. This serves a double debt to pay. 
It exercises the boarder in self-restraint, and it makes the straw- 
berries last a long time, to the profit of the hotel-keeper. At 
Bath, I do not remember any restrictions upon diet, whilst at 
Harrogate coffee, freely taken in identical cases in Homburg, 
is one of the few articles of daily diet absolutely tabooed. 

“Now, you know, dear Tony, these manners and customs, 
flatly contradicting each other, yet each in a particular place 
held as essential to a cure, cannot all be right. What are we 
poor trusting patients to do?” 

“Better pay your money and take your choice,” I said, sooth- 
ingly. 

Sark was working himself up into a frame of mind incom- 

tible with the twelve-ounce tumbler of “Old” sulphur at this 
moment due. 








TO AN ORGAN-GRINDER. 


[It has been decided in the Appeal Court, Queen’s Bench Division, that a 
householder cannot order an organ-grinder to cease playing outside his resi- 
dence unless he states his reasons for so doing.) 


| Om! hurdy-gurdy man, I wish that you would go away, 
| How can I - 


a stroke of work if you are going to play ? 
The language that you make me use I own is somewhat strong, 
But why distract me with the air of “ Now we shan’t be long”? 


Oh, macaroni-eating fraud from fair Italia’s land, 

"Tis useless to pretend, my man, that you “no understand,” 
I know the pugilistic art, so, if you won't desist, 

I'll give you two good reasons with my left and dexter fist. 





The Prevailing Passion. 
Father (reading newspaper). I see another Rugby man has been 


appointed Archbishop of Canterbury. That’s the third Rugby 


man in succession. ; 
Son (a football enthusiast). Well, I think it is time one of the 


Association had a turn. 
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A CAPITAL DODGE. 


HIS NATIVE BANKS OLD PopDLES TAKES A LOT OF BEATING. 
NOTHING FASIER WHEN YOU KNOW HOW TO NEGOCIATE ‘EM. 


AMONG 


DARBY JONES REFLECTS ON RACING. 


Honovurep Str,—There are moments 
when a terrestrial angel is impelled by the 
force of untoward circumstances to make 
use of language which would scarcely be 
permitted within the Palace of St. Ste- 


| phen’s, Westminster, without a vehement 


| tion to my well-known services. 


reproof from Mr. Speaker Guiiy. Such 
an incident occurred yesterday evening 
when, just as I was about to refresh my- 
self with a dish of Bohea and Green mixed, 
accompanied by the succulent muffin, one 
of your richly-liveried emissaries was an- 
neunced. With customary courtesy he 
handed me a large envelope superscribed 
in my name, addressed to your editorial 
castle, and marked “Immediate. Impor- 
tant. Confidential.” “This,” I thought 
to myself, “is no doubt some flattering 
testimonial from one of my gratified cli- 
ents,” who are, alas! too scarce in propor- 
Having 
dismissed your ambassador, not without 
a trifling token of my goodwill, I tore open 
the cover! Then it was that, despite the 
teaching of the Poet Watts, my angry 
passions rose, for the communication was 
nothing more nor less than a Diatribe on 
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HE SAYS THERE 's 








the Sinfulness of Betting, accompanied 
by some far from sympathetic remarks 
with regard to one Ricnarp Dunn, a layer 
of odds in the ready money or cash over 
the counter style of business, an operator 
whose magpie costume in days gone by 





never failed to excite my warmest admira- 
tion, and whose voice has ever struck me 
by its quality and sweetness to be well | 
fitted for filling such temples of the lyric | 
drama as Covent Garden Theatre, the | 
Grand Opera, Paris, or La Scala, Milan. 
I understand that ‘this unfortunate Mr. | 
Duxx, after having had the complaint 
against him as laid out by the Anti-Gam- 
bling League dismissed by the Kingston 
Magistrates, is now to be brought into a} 
superior Court, where his alleged iniqui- | 
ties will once more be subjected to the in- | 
spection of Themis, a goddess for whom I | 
have but little sympathy, but much re- | 
spect It seems to me, Sir, that the con- 
tinual object of Certain Parties in this | 


lof “sound money.” I 


| pretty little barley, and the merry hop, 


these Parties urge us to shut up those 
houses of refreshment which are, in my 
opinion, so many watch towers of Consti- 
tutional Freedom. Equally because these 
same Parties are aware that there have 
been instances of unscrupulous fools who 
have ruined themselves by improvident 
wagering, that therefore no Englishman 


———e | 


shall be privileged to back his fancy! | 


Was there ever a more preposterous and 
uncharitable notion propounded, when 


these very same Parties are, for aught | | 


know, playing the good old game of Bull 
and Bear in that famous establishment 
which has just shed a financial lustre on 


the question of the Presidential Election | 


in the land of the Ever-soaring Eagle? 
But if the “Juggins” (or “Mug”) is to 
be protected from the nefarious designs of 


base individuals, let the Stewards of the | 


Jockey Club issue yearly licences to the 
Knights of the Odds! They would not ob- 
ject, I feel confident, for the Ring is like 
a privileged railway-station yard, and the 
smaller the competition, the better is it 
for trade. And it wouldn’t be a bad idea 
to licence the Juggins, too. It is impos- 


sible to be too Great-grandmotherly nowa- | 


days. The Lord Chief Justice, Sir Henry 
Hawktns, and Sir Frank Locxwoop could 
from their mighty and experienced brains 
draw up such a perfect legal scheme that 
in days to come anxious parents would 
send their offspring to a Model Race 
Course, in preference to allowing them to 
waste their opportunities by the Isis or 
the Cam! You will, I know, honoured 
Sir, forgive this honest outburst. I have 
not felt so indignant since one night a 


month ago, when, at what I imagined was | 


a tespectable Nap Reunion, I found my 
neighbour, little Ben FermMrnaDAs, was in 
the habit, when my eyes were averted, of 
paying me my gains out of my own money 
lying on the table! This discovery put an 
end to a pleasant gathering. Thus will 
one black sheep defile an entire flock of 
immaculate fleeces. 

But now, Sir, I conclude that you and 
yours are anxiously waiting for the seer 
to unfold his augury with regard to the 
Liverpool Autumn Cup. My Pegasus shall 


put his best foot forward, and give wings | 


to the winner. 

Let no Parisian run for me, 
The Count may come again ; 

A rod in pickle though I see, 
I view it with di«dain. 

But with a Telescopic eye 
An Trish pair I sean: 

While Amphi p’rans may have a try 
To beat the Market man! 

So runs the Muse away with warblings 
do not conceal 
from you, Sir, that on Wednesday the 
winner of the Great Lancashire Handicap 
might respond to a Spur. Verb. sap. 1s 


'the wish of Your respectful satellite, 


Darsy Jones. 

P.S.—I think you know, honoured Sir, 
that Liverpool is as celebrated as the City 
of London for its luscious calipash and 
calipee. I need not mention the hotel, 
but have issued satisfactory orders in your 
name. 
* [We hereby warn all innkeepers at Liverpool not 


to supply Danny Jones with any sort of refresh- 
ment without ready monev. 


He is not to be 


Realm is the Sacrifice of Sane Citizens for | trusted “on the nod.”"—Ep.] 


” 


the Protection of the “Juggins” (or 
“Mug”). Because there are a few thou- 
sand Congenital Idiots, who get periodi- 
cally overcome by excessive consumption 


of the produce of the juicy grape, the 





Tae Greatest Connectine LINK BF- 
TWEEN THE METROPOLIS AND THE NortTH 
or Irgtanp.—Lord London-Derry. 
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The Best Liqueur 





Stills. 
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60s. the Dozen. 


Cash only 
Sample bottle post free om receipt of P.O. for 4s. 84 
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“and 25, HART &8T., BLOOMSBURY, W.C. 
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tonly by W. WINTER, 472, Oxford 8t., London 
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“Mair RINE is RINE is invaluable 
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D’AMOUR 


Prepared by Picard Fréres, 
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A TOILET POWDER 
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For the Nursery 
Roughness 0 of the Skin, 
fter Shaving, &c. 


PURE AND HARMLESS. 
ELANCEE, NATURELLE, RACHEL, 1s. 
Of PERFUMERS, CHEMISTS, &c. 


Vholesale, R. HOVENDEN & SONS, Rerners 
Street, W., and City Road, E.C., London 
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vjough Harrows, Haymakers, 
roo he ees. Straw 
es, Oil En- 


Trnscore F 
iiway. 


gines, and 


“Disfigured for Life” 


Is the despairing cry of 
thousands afflicted 
with unsightly skin 
diseases. 
Do you realize what this 
disfiguration means to 
sensitive souls? 
It means isolation, 
seclusion. 
It is a bar to social and 
business success, 
Do you wonder that 
despair seizes upon 
the-e sufferers © dn 
Doctors fail, standard remedies fail, 
And nostrums prove worse than useless ? 
Skin Diseases are most obstinate to cure. 
Cutioura Reuxpixs 
Have earned the title Skin Specifics, 
Because for years they have met with most 
remarkable succes. 
There are cass that they cannot cure, but they 
are few indeed. 
It is no long-drawn-out expensive experiment. | | 
One Shilling invested in Currewaga Soap | 
Vill prove more than we dare claim. 
In short CuTicurga Works WonpERs, 
And its cures are simply marvellous, 
Bold everywhere. Price: Ourtorma, &. 34 ; Moar, | 


ortable 














Ventiixt®™ 


_ BRACES. 


unless bearing the Trade 

‘soamie ” of all Hosiers and Stores every 

where, or sent post free on peesnes of Postal Urder 
for 4s to * *P.” Dept.,6, Philip Lave, London, B.C 

£10 REWARD. —Huyers demanding Acarics, and 

having other Mraces not bear the trade mark 
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with above Wholesale of WhitH, 
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\SUCHARD’S COCOA. 


Nature’s Choicest. 
| 

Is.; Resotvewr, 2+. 3d.; or the set, post free, tor 

Se. 64., of F. Newnenr & Soma, 1, King Edward Street, 


Newgate Btreet, London, E 0. 
** How to Cure Skin Disease,” post free. 


“ THREE CASTLES” CIGARETTES. 


Mild and Fragrant. Manufactured from the Finest Selected Growths of Virginia. 


THE “THREE CASTLES” TOBACCO, 


MILD AND FINE CUT (Green Label), specially adapted for Cigarettes. 
MEDIUM STRENGTH AND COARSE OUT (Yellow Label), Sey vesomiettah tes ‘igo Sncting, 


Both kinds are sold in 1-02. and 2-02, Square Packets, and $-lb. Patent Air-Tight Tins. 
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The 


Pocket Kodak 


A dainty little camera, weighing only 7 ounces. 
Can be slipped into the pocket, 
Makes pictures 1} X 2 inches. 
Loaded in daylight 


mecessary. 


no dark room 


Achromatic lens, with three stops. 
Improved rotary shutter always set for time of 
instantaneous exposures. View finder, ( ounter, 


Complete with roll of film for 
12 exposures, 


£1 Is. 
EASTMAN Photographic 


Materials Co. Ltd. 
115-117 Oxford St., London, W. 


Write for descriptive pamphlet post free 


Goddard's 
Plate Powder 
NON MELCY pa ato Te ie alte pp Se 


ew muIP, is 
Beld eve y where, in Her xen, le ha 























: —y” Ready, November 23. “Wi 
A PICTURE GALLERY FOR ONE SHILLING! 


PEARS’ ANNUAL 


CHRISTMAS, 1896, CONTAINS | 
TWELVE WHOLE-PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS IN COLOURS, 


By J. C. DOLLMAN, RI. GEO. C. KILBURNE, R.I. FRANK DADD, R.L EDWARD F. BREWTNALL, R.W.S. 





Illustrative of the subject entitled 


“FROM CHRISTMAS EVE 
TO- TWELFTH NIGHT:” 


Or, “A Real Old-fashioned English Christmas.” 


By the Editor, JOSEPH GREGO, 





It also contains a story of Yule-Tide by 
GEORGE R. SIMS, entitled, 


“Once Upon a Christmas Time.” 


With Nine Illustrations by CHARLES GREEN, R.I., 





Bite PR UW OS eet 
“ CHRISTMAS CUMKE> BUY ONCE A YEAR.” and HERBERT RAILTON. 


Printed in Fourteen Colours, 


THREE LARGE [ 


PRESENTATION 
PLATES, 


IN COLOURS, 


Printed in the best and most Artistic Style, also 
aecompany the Number. 


Py CHARLES GREEN, RI. Reduced facsimile of one of the Three Plates ; Oviginal size, 344 by QZ inches, 





*.* As the whole Edition is always sold before or within 
a few days of publication, early application is neces- 
sary to secure a copy of this artistic and marvellous 


production. 


PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—Novemser 14, 1896. — 














MARTE 
the 0 
MAF 








ee 


_ ee ee I RB ae NES 


~— 


PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 





rer 





